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the sensual qualities of form and colour; when I want
them I take them either from the sky or the fields,
not from my walls, which might be either whitewashed
or painted like a harlequin's jacket for aught I care;
but the slightest incident which interrupts the harmony
of feeling and association in a landscape, destroys it
all to me, poisoning the entire faculty of contempla-
tion. From my dining-room, I am happy in the
view of the lower reach of Coniston Water, not
because it is particularly beautiful, but because it is
entirely pastoral and pure. Were a single point of
chimney of the Barrow ironworks to show itself over
the green ridge of the hill, I should never care to
look at it more."

To be fastidious about household gods while out-
side lay a miserable world, seemed to Ruskin mere
fiddling while Rome was burning.

Within Brantwood all was solid, old-fashioned
comfort, and, while the master's strength endured, a
wonderfully busy life. A company of young people
helped Ruskin in his manifold works: and the even-
ings were merry in a fashion that some would have
called Philistine. Nigger melodies were not discour-
aged, and there was no pose of cleverness in the
conversation. Down on the lake Brantwood had its
own little harbour and fleet of boats. The afternoons
were often spent in wood-chopping expeditions.

From the earliest light, and sometimes even before
the dawn, Ruskin, who went to bed at half-past ten,
was at work in his study. It is a long room, once,